WHY   GARDENERS   ARE   GLOOMY

IT has frequently been noticed that, although gardens arc
[often very beautiful places, gardeners as a class are de-
ressed. Three young gardeners were once standing talking
t Reigate, Surrey, upon a large open space. They saw
pproaching from the distance, accompanied by his wife and
hildren, the most dismal-looking man they had ever seen,
.ook at this faller,' said one of the three. 'Oi betcher whatchor
)ike he's a ga-ardiner!' He was right j the most dismal of
icn was in fact a gardener. He was head-gardener at a large
ouse in that neighbourhood, and his face was seamed with
ares. This story is a true one, narrated to me by one of the
tree; and it has its plain moral
Gardeners notoriously cry for rain when the rest of men
)ng for sunshine. If one remarks cheerfully to gardeners:
How nice the roses look to-day/ they shake their heads,
nd crush one by saying miserably: 'Ain't what they should
>e. Them plagued floi; them cuckoo-spit * * , Blessed mil-
lew. . ..' Too well do gardeners realize the truth. Closer
xamination by the amateur does indeed reveal both fly
,nd mildew, and a small sinister patch of white froth* The
roth conceals a lethargic yellow insect which presently will
ump headlong about the garden like a grasshopper or the
Death Watch beetle.
Once started upon wretched thoughts, the gardener can
mt add to one's dolours. 'Carrots won't come to notliin*/
ays he. 'Nor turnips: they've got the fly' or 'the beetle/
There's thrip on the peas; woolly aphis on the apples' (but
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